Jolly COACH-MAN : 


0K | 
The Burome Taylozs UUiſes Late folly. 


And Truck for Coyn, for Feathers fine, 
Sure they are Drabs indeed, 


To the Tune of, A Jobbfo2 a Journeyman-Shooe-maker, 


Wren Wantons they will run aſtray, 
heir fancies thus to feed, 


ATCaploꝛs wife exceening fait. 
Coach man often courted, 

Their names J need not now declare, 
but vet it is repoꝛtenn 

The Coach man he coiragioutiy, 
went out as nothing tearing. 

Blit now atten !, to what is pen'd, 
the jeſt is woꝛth your hearing. 


The Coach man and the Tayloꝛs Mile, 
had many puvate mecting, 

e vows he land her as his lite, 
© thts was pleaſant greeting: 


| 


But her reply was piſh, and ge, 
yet he was not contented, 

Till ſhe did yield ta him the field, 
and willingly conſenten. 


Quoth the, if that à da camp, 
to anſwer your Deſire, 
Jhope you vill not me verry, 
what J of you require. 
Lay me two Suinnies in my hand 
to buy me hoods and Laces, 
Then J will be at thy comman?, 
withſolace and embꝛaces 


The Coach man like a jolly Blade, 
hig Miſs he then ſaluted, 

And like a kriend to her he laid, 
this need not be diconted: 

Foz thou ſhalt have a fiower'd gobon, 
with many pꝛetty fanctos. 

Sleet creature let me lay thee own, 
to charm thy pouthtul tences. 


Satd ſhe J car my overth aw, 
and then what wil betioe me, 
Tf that my husban? he ſhauld know, 
he'd certainly der de me: 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed ſomething coy, 
vet could not well denn him. 
C:pan fair terms ſhe would comply, 
and was reſolv d to try him. 


Quoth ſhe my dear thou haſt my heart, 
and my entire tavour, 8 
Pe: ſomething JI would have in part, 
fo2 fcax your mind ſhoulù waver: 
Inever will be coy 292 nice, 
ut allways kind and willing, 
J can bate ſomething at the vice, 
came pay down thirty Shilling. 


The Coach man had not quſte (9 / much, 
ill he recetv'd his wages, 

Pe wanted ten, and theretoze then, 
be ſnlemnlyengages: 

Tha he would make no moe delap, 
blit twenty dun would ten ver, 

Ind ten another time would pay, 
if fe would but ſurrender. 
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Then ſtraiaht they ſtruck a bargain this, 
when ſhe receip'd his treakure, 
Ind like a d2ah ſhe meawd his purſe, 
and yielded to bis pleature : 
He lo ind ſhe was a crafty Dame, 
and there lde he did fear her, 
And alſo weary of the game, 
then came no more a near yer. 


(ihe! he did find, he was unkind. 
who cailed her his honey, 
She {oon was ok another mind. 
to trounce him fo2 her money: 
It did appear he did not fear, 
but thought ſhe had but jeſted, 
She vawed ft'l to have her will, 
that he (h tld be artelle ! 


She fctchd aTUarraiit to? him then, 
and thus began the rumour, 

I think there was not one in ten, 
but laughed at the humour 

Blit when at laſt the tray was pat, 

the Taploꝛ he was come, 

Aud in the raut, the Boys did ſhout, 
and told him he was homed. 


The Taploꝛ he noth now complain, 
that he is datiy flouten, 
Blut women of the wanton ſtrain, 
they cannot live without it: 
wald not have him wine noꝛ pine 
thoſe reaſuns are pꝛeſenten, 


There's ſome that go in Uelvet fire, 


are foꝛcꝰdꝗ to be contented. 
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